
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
SONGS TO A WOMAN 



You are like startled song-wings against my heart 

Which flutters like a harp-string wounded 

By too much quivering music. 

You cover me with a blue dream-robe 

Whose silk ripples out like imaged water .... 

And when, for a moment, you leave, 

I am a black sky awaiting its moon. 



If I could be moon-light scattered out 
Over the blowing dark-blue hair 
Of kneeling, flowing crystal breezes 
Breathing a litany of pale odors, 
If I could be moonlight scattered out 
Over the whispers meeting in your heart, 
The marriage of our souls would be 
No more complete than now. 

in 

Like a delicately absent-minded guest. 
Your smile sometimes lingers after 
Your lips are solemn. 
And once I saw a tear in your eye 
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Playing hide-and-go-seek with some leaping, dimpled mem- 
ory. 
These things, to me, are like scattered perfume 
Wavering down upon my heart. 



IV 



The struggle of a smile craving birth 
Invades her little weeping faun's face, 
And even makes her tear-drops leap .... 
She smiles as only grief can smile: 
A smile like ashes caught within 
A tiny whirlwind of light ; 
When the light goes, the ashes drape her face 
Till even her lips seem grey. 



Wave your veils to pallid gavottes, 

Blow them on with dimly-spiced laughs, 

And catch them breathlessly against your breast! 

You have prayed too long in your sinking temple — 

Night has come, with her fumbling release, 

Her moment in which you may play with sad thoughts. 

So, wave your veils to pallid gavottes, 

Blow them on with dimly-spiced laughs 

And catch them breathlessly against your breast. 

Maxwell Bodenheim 
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